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‘Take these grains to our fields. Can you go by yourself?’ 


"Yes baba, I will take them. I know the way,’ little Dhanna replied 
to his farmer father. 


‘Very good. The farm has been ploughed and now all you need to 
do is to throw the grains across our land so that they can grow 
and yield us good crops!’ instructed his father very clearly. 


‘Sure baba, I will leave right away! 


Dhanna took the bag of grains and merrily made his way to the 
farm. The weather was just perfect and he enjoyed walking 
through the greenery filled path. Murmuring his favourite bhajan 
of Sri Hari, this young boy walked towards his farm. But just as he 
was about to reach, he saw a group of saints in front of him at a 
distance. 
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he saints were singing enchanting bhajans of Rama and Krishna. 
Dhanna was overjoyed to know that they were camping just on 
the outskirts of his farm. 


‘I can throw the grains later, let me enjoy the bhajans for a while.’ 


The young lad began assisting the saints to set up their stay while 
enjoying their hari keertan all the way. 


As the saints settled, 
Dhanna found out that 
they did not have any 
grains to prepare 
food. Without a 
second thought, he 
offered his bag of 
grains to the saints. 


The saints blessed Dhanna generously and showered him with 
love. Since there was no point in going to the fields now, Dhanna 
returned home. Afraid of his father's anger, Dhanna simply 
nodded his head when his father confirmed the throwing of 
grains in the fields. 


After a few weeks, the elders of the family were surprised that 
not a single sapling had sprouted on the fields. It was time and 
there should have been some sign of growth. 


As they were wondering, a villager passed by and said to them, 
‘Are you planning to sow new seeds? I saw that Dhanna gave 
away all the grains that were meant for farming to the saints.’ 


The farmers were distressed. But when his father questioned 
Dhanna, he simply said, ‘The field will yield baba, please be 
patient.’ 


Dhanna pleaded with the Lord to save him. And why would his 
Lord not rescue him? After all, he was in trouble because of 
serving Hari's devotees. 


When the farmers visited the farm again after some ccs, the 
were totally out of bounds in happiness to see a bounti 

almost ten times more than the usual! Dhanna could not believe 
his eyes but his heart did believe it. There was no way, absolutely 
no way that the plants sprouted without seeds — other than the 
mercy of Sri Hari and his devotees. 


WHAT'S 


THE 
MAGIC 
WORD? 


Kshatrakandu was a prince of a vast kingdom. He had 
everything and everyone at his command. Yet, he hardly 
possessed any king-like attributes. He was an arrogant prince, 
who enjoyed tormenting and harassing others. He would hurt all 
the living creatures by dousing fire, push people off the well and 
walk away snatching their possessions. 


Everyone in town hated the sight of Kshatrabandu and finally 
reported his misbehaviour to the King. After plenty of warnings, 
the king had no choice but to banish him out of town and in exile 
into the forest. 


Kshatrabandu was least bothered or ashamed of this disgrace. 
He continued his ways even in the forest. He tormented 
wayfarers, animals and travellers who passed the forest by 
hitting them and stealing from them. 
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On one such hot and sunny day, an old Rishi was passing 
through the forest with great difficulty. He was looking for some 
water to quench his thirst. Spotting a lake, he squatted down to 
drink some water. Instead he slipped and fell into the lake. 

Try as he might, the poor old Rishi was unable to retrieve himself 
from the lake! It was slippery and muddy at the lake. Feeling 
helpless the Rishi shouted in fright "Govinda! Govinda! Govinda' 
very loudly. Kshatrabandu, who was always waiting for a 
chance to bully someone, heard these loud cries. Spotting 

poor Rishi in need of assistance, Kshatrabandu decided t» | 

help, for once! He created a long rope using whatever matey 
he could find and managed to pull the Rishi out of the jaka. ^ 


The Rishi was very pleased with Kshatrabandu and praised him 
immensely! Kshatrabandu had never heard anyone commend him 
ever! He was so tickled by the words of the Rishi that he laughed 
heartily. ‘Oh dear old man! My name and good can never be 
mentioned in the same sentence. I was sent out of the town to 
the forest for my bad behaviour. In fact, even now, I get my 
satisfaction from torturing the travellers who pass this forest,’ 


The Rishi smirked, ‘Do whatever pleases you, my child. 
But do me a favour. Just keep repeating this 3 - 
syllabled name whenever you are carrying out any 
action that pleases you,’ and with that the Rishi taught 
Kshatrabandu this magical name, 'Go — Vin — da. 

Govinda." 


Kshatrabandu was quite amused by this name and took on this 
task easily. Whenever he hit the passers-by, he chanted Go-vin- 


da. As he snatched possessions, he said 'Govinda Govinda 
Govinda’. 


As time passed, Kshatrabandu's mind started stirring, Why am I 
torturing everyone? What is the purpose of all this?' 


Kshatrabandu stopped all his misbehaviour and tormenting, and 
aligned his mind to the chanting of the magical three syllable 
nome - £ Sovinda. The conviction to follow the saint's words 
ly helped him turn over a new leaf and eventually 
im the Lord's blessings. 
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'Have you stacked it well Raman ji?' asked Tripur Dās ji as he 
loaded the blanket carefully in the cart. 


"Yes, I have kept it very carefully. Your embroidery is exquisite 
this year, with golden threads and added gems in the border. 
Anything special?" enquired Raman ji. 


This year, I had good savings and therefore made the special 
blanket for Shrinath ji*. The blanket is studded with many gems. 
So, I have added another softer layer which will help to keep 
away the pricks on the divine body of the Lord.' 


As Raman ji's cart moved away on the path towards Govardhan, 
Tripur das ji stood in a trance. As he envisioned Shrinath ji 
accepting his love in the form of a blanket again this year, his 
eyes filled with tears. Closing his eyes, he made a mental offering 
to Lord Shrinàth ji. 
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This was an annual affair. Every year, as the winters got tough, 
Tripur das ji would get a special blanket handcrafted for Shrinath 
ji from his savings. If he could not visit Govardhan himself, he 
would send it through another devotee so that the blanket 
reached just in time to tuck his dear Lord in the cold winter nights. 


But, like everything else in this material world, one's wealth is not 

stable. Tripur das ji was in a profession under the Mughal king. 

One particular year, seeing that he had spent a good amount of 

his money in the service of a Hindu God, the king seized all the 

possessions of Tripur das ji and suspended him from the job. 
äs jFs life slowly drifted towards poverty. 


? passed by and winter approached again, there was 
only one thought that pervaded the mind of this devotee. 


'Shrinath ji will be expecting my blanket this year. I have 
absolutely nothing left in my savings. Forget about getting a 
handcrafted blanket, I can't even buy a simple one this time. How 
shall I fulfill my service of offering a blanket?" 


As he was pondering over a million impossible ways to get some 
money, he stumbled upon a bottle of ink in his house. A ray of 
hope arose in his eyes and they twinkled with tears of mixed 
emotions. 


meager amount that it fetched, all that he could purchase was a 
thick piece of cloth, just enough to cover up the divine body of 


Shrinath ji. 


Tripur das ji's heart filled with shame as he could not offer the 
same standard of service that he did in the past years. He sent 
the blanket with Raman ji again this time. 

Raman ji reached Govardhan and dutifully offered the blanket t 
the store keeper of Shrinath ji. Noticing that the blc: 

rather thick and coarse, and with absolutely no decore: 


The next day, as the priest began adorning the Lord, 
Shrinath ji spoke to him. 'I feel cold, very cold.' 
- Filled with love, the priest added more woollen clothes 
and also offered a shawl to the Lord. But the Lord said, 
'I still feel cold.' 


‘Oh! What could be the reason that my dear Krishna continues to 
feel cold? Let me put on a heavier blanket and also make sure 
that the curtains are drawn well to avoid the cold winds coming 
in,’ the priest mumbled to himself. 

But the Lord replied 'It is still very cold.' 


Then the priest lit up a warming fire inside the sanctum 
sanctorum, hoping that this will bring warmth to his beloved Lord. 
But Shrinath ji said again 'I am still feeling very cold.' 


Finally, the priest sat down and began contemplating, ‘Definitely, 
the Lord is intending something deep.' 

He called for the store keeper and asked, ‘Have all the winter 
offerings from all devotees arrived?' 


The store keeper listed out all the offerings that had arrived. 
When he had finished listing, Gosai ji asked "What about the 
blanket of Tripur das ji?' 

'A very old thick piece of cloth has come from Tripur das ji. I 
didn't find it appropirate to use in seva.' 

The priest smiled and said, "Go and bring it immediately!' 


sanctorum and draped that 
thick plain blanket on Shrinath 
ji. 
The Lord smiled and said, 
'Now, I feel warm.’ 


When Raman ji went back and narrated the episode to Tripur das 
ji, tears flowed from his eyes. He was elated beyond boundaries 
to learn that Shrinath ji had accepted his seva! 


*Shrinath ji is a form of Krishna who was initially worshipped at 
Govardhan and was later shifted to Nathdwara, near Udaipur. 


King Uttanapada had two wives, Suniti and Suruchi. Suniti had a 
son called Dhruva while Suruchi's son was Uttama. The King was 
more fond of his second wife Suruchi than his first wife Suniti. He 
spent most of his time with Suruchi and Uttama. 


One day, Dhruva saw his half brother Uttama sitting on his 
father's lap. Barely 5 years old, he went running towards his 
father Uttanapada and sat on his lap excitedly. But his step 
mother Suruchi pushed away the poor child and hissed, 'Only 
those who have good virtue deserve this happiness.' 


The innocent child's eyes welled up. He asked, 'How do I achieve 
this good virtue, ma?’ 


Ne 


"The only way you can become virtuous is by being born from my 


womb. Pray to Lord Narayana to grant you this boon,’ the proud 
queen snapped. 


Dhruva became confused, hurt and sad. He went to his mother 
Suniti and related all that had happened. 


Suniti, who herself, was also a devotee of Lord Narayana, 
consoled her son. 'Dear child, please do not cry. Why don't we 
take the good from what Ma Suruchi said? Seek Narayana, but 
not to be horn in Suruchi's womb. Seek him to grant you all that is 
gocc for you, as he is the father of the Universe,’ 


uva wiped his tears and asked, ‘Where is Lord 
Narayana? How should I seek Him?’ 
Suniti explained, 'He is everywhere. However, to please 
Him and to meet Him, you would need to do great Tapas 
in the forest." 


That night, the brave little child aged just 5 years, set out into the 
forest with courage and enthusiasm. He trekked into the 
dangerous path, filled with wild animals and poisonous fauna. 


Meanwhile, everyone began to search for him at the palace and 
then Suniti realised that he had wandered off into the forest. She 
recited a mental prayer requesting Narayana to keep her child 
safe in the forest. 


Dhruva was hardly afraid, as his mind was set on the goal he had 
set out to achieve. Along the path, he met Sage Narada. The 
sage was surprised to see such a young child out and about in the 
dangerous forests all alone. When Sage Narada enquired about 
him, Dhruva related all that had happened. 


‘I want to meet Lord Narayana. Where can I find Him? How do I 
meet Him?’ asked Dhruva. 

'Oh child, it is not so easy to meet Him. Many great sages have 
attempted severe penance and been unable to meet Him. Plecse 
go back home, little boy,’ Narada urged. 


‘I am not going to return without finding Him,’ Dhruva 
remained firm. 
Impressed by the child’s determination and resilience, 
Narada chanted a mantra into the child's ears - 'Om 
Namo Bhagawathe Vasudevaya!' 


He said, ‘Sit under a Peepal tree and chant this mantra with 
closed eyes.’ 


Dhruva did as he was told. Rain or shine, hunger or thirst, the 
child continued to meditate upon Narayana, whom he was so 
eager to meet. The Lord was so pleased and elated at this child's 
divinity. He made an appearance in the child's vision. 


Blue hued, clad in a yellow 
cloth, adorning Kaustubha 
mala and with 4 hands holding 
the conch, discus, mace and a 
lotus, the Lord showed himself 
to his dear child. 


The child was so happy seeing the beautiful smile of his divine 
father, his kind and gorgeous eyes, his beautifully bejewelled 
form, what a sight! 

Dhruva, upon seeing this stunning and divine form, started 
chanting even more fervently. 


Finally, Näräyana appeared in front of the child who was deep in 
. To make Dhruva realize his presence, he disappeared 
from the child's mind. Upon the. disappearance of the Lord from 


his mind's eye, Dhruva immediately opened his eyes! 


In front of him, stood Lord Narayana in his glorious form. The 
Lord said, ‘Dhruva, I am pleased with your devotion. At this 
young age, you took up the arduous task to meet me through 
meditation. I will always be there with you. But you must now go 
back to your palace. You will succeed the throne after your 
father and eventually attain your own realm in the universe.’ 


Dhruva's conviction and sincere devotion helped him meet Lord 
Narayana. He eternally resides in his own realm, popularly known 
as 'Dhruva constellation." 
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Hiranyaksha and Hiranyakashipu were demon brothers who 
harboured hatred for Lord Narayana. Once, Hiranyaksha 
= conquered the entire Earth and smuggled it away under his 
| sleeve like a mat. Lord Narayana immediately came to the Earth's 
rescue in the form of Varaha, a wild boar and slew the demon | 
Hiranyaksha. 


Provoked and angered by the death of his dear brother, king |. 
Hiranyakashipu ordered his subjects to stop worshipping | Y 
Narayana, and refrain from going to his temples. He further | 4 
destroyed several temples and killed anyone who dared to utter — 
the Lord's name in front of him. During this time, his wife Kayadhu 
had conceived their first child. Hiranyakashipu was elated. He 


decided to perform tapas, seeking the best boons and blessings 
for his future heir. 


Noting that Hiranyakashipu was out of town, the Devas attacked 
his kingdom and destroyed all the asura soldiers and demolished 


their houses. Indra broke into Hiranyakashipu's palace and saw 
his pregnant wife. 


He thought to himself, ‘The son of such an evil and ruthless ruler 
must be no less than the father himself. We must prevent such a 
child from being born, in order to protect the world.’ Indra 


abducted the pregnant queen Kayadhu and carried her on his 
flying chariot. 


was stopped on the 
sage Narada, who 
indra, how can you 

cold hearted and 


harm this pregnant 
woman? Do not seek to 
destroy this unborn child. 
I shall take Kayadhu with 
me to my ashram.’ 


Sage Narada took Kayadhu to his hermitage and there she learnt 
more about Lord Narayana - the beauty of his qualities, the 
greatness of his compassion and the purity of his fame. Not just 
Kayadhu, the unborn foetus in her womb was also listening, 
processing and comprehending all the knowledge. Mother and 
son thus became ardent devotees of Narayana. 


Meanwhile, Hiranyakashipu, who was performing severe 
penances, was blessed by Lord Brahma with any boon of his 
desire. Believing that his decision was extremely smart, 
Hiranyakashipu asked, 'O Lord Brahma, I ask you that I cannot 
be killed - on the Earth or in the skies, neither in the day nor at 
night, neither indoors nor outdoors, neither by heavenly beings, 
nor by humans, nor by animals, neither by weapons nor by 
chants,’ Lord Brahma obliged with a smile. 


Drunk with ego and power, Hiranyakashipu tormented ci 
14 worlds, taking everything and everyone under his contro 
the beings on Earth struggled to survive under his rule o? terror. 


Kayadhu gave birth to their son, Prahlada. Prahlada was a born 
devotee of Lord Sriman Narayana. His devotion grew along with 
him, day by day. He began spreading his devotion to even those 


around him. He always spoke of the Lord's greatness and 
compassion and encouraged people to surrender to the Lord. 


Hiranyakashipu was enraged to find Prahlada having devotion 
towards his sworn enemy. He began to terrorize Prahlada in 
frantic ways. He instructed Prahlada's teacher to preach to him. 
Instead, Prahalada taught stories of Narayana to all his friends. 
He always remained his peaceful self, with his unshakeable trust 
and devotion upon Narayana. Such was his love that he even 
requested his father to mend his ways and surrender to the Lord. 


'Enough!' yelled Hiranyakashipu, his anger rising. ‘You now 
deserve to die' He was prepared to kill his own son for 
disobeying his orders. 


He desperately tried to kill Prahlada in several ways - trampling 
by an elephant, pushing him off the cliff, feeding poison and even 
tried to burn him along with his sister Holika. But.. all in vain! Lord 


Narayana residing in the pure heart of this little boy came to his 
rescue each and every time. 


Hiranyakashipu could not tolerate this anymore. How could a little 
boy escape such severe dangers miraculously, multiple times! He 
summoned Prahlada and questioned him, ‘Hey Prahlada! Where is 
your Hari who comes to your rescue every time? Where is your 
Narayana?" 


Just as always, Prahlada calmly replied, ‘He is present 
here, there and everywhere. He is present in this tall 
pillar, and even in this tiny mite of dust. He is 


Sarvavyapi - Omnipresent (all-pervading).’ 


Hiranyakashipu lost control of his temper. Red-hot with rage, he 
picked up his mace and smashed it against the nearby pillar with 
all his might! He shouted, ‘I shall destroy Narayana sitting in this 
pillar! Show him to me now. Prahlada! Show me!’ With a loud 
thundering noise, the pillar split and as the pillar split, the 
Universe witnessed the most glorious incident of all times. 


A magnificent form with the most unique features manifested - 
the head of a lion with the body of a human, with large bright red 
eyes, terrible, frightening teeth, and extremely sharp long nails! 
The Lord had appeared in the form of Narasimha - a man-lion, 
roaring loudly and formidably. 


Then, to match the boon 
given to Hiranyakashipu 
- During the twilight, 
right at the entrance to 
the palace, Lord 
Narasimha took the 
demon on his sturdy 
thighs. 
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He then tore him apart using his sharp long nails and thereby slew 
him. The entire universe watched this spectacular incident in utter 
awe. 3 
The little boy, Prahláda's strong conviction that the Lord 
pervades everywhere and his unshakeable faith during all odds, 
makes Prahlada one of the greatest devotees of all times. 


In the South of India, there is a beautiful river called the Pampa 
river. At the banks of this river lived a Sage named Mathanga. 
Mathanga often performed yagnas along with several other 
Rishis and his Sishyas, collectively praying for the wellbeing of 
the world. 


One day, a little girl chanced upon his ashram. She was so 
fascinated by this peaceful, lively and divine ashram, that she 
had no heart to leave. This little girl, Shabari, volunteered service 
for all the devotees of the ashram. She would remove stones and 
thorns, so that they could walk without being hurt. 


She would beautify the ashram by always keeping it clean and 
drawing rangolis. She would pluck beautiful flowers for their Püja 
and fruits for their prasad. Shabari did all that was in her ability 
to serve those in the ashram. 


>. 


The pure-hearted Shabari, who witnessed the yagnas and heard 
the beautiful recitation of the Vedic hymns, earned good merits 
and devotion. 


As years passed, Shabari grew old. Even during her old age, she 
continued doing her service without fail. Mathanga muni called 
her one day and said ‘Dear Shabari ma, It is time for me to leave 
this worldly abode. You have served us selflessly all these years 
and your Punya has grown multifold. Please remain here and 
welcome Lord Rama who will eventually visit our āshrem. He is 
none other than Sriman Narayana. Host and serve him well! 
Hearing this, Shabari's joy knew no bounds! 


From then on, she would keep the ashram always ready for the 
arrival of Lord Rama. She was very eager to prepare food for her 
divine guests but was anxious because she did not know when 
they would arrive. What to prepare and when to do so? 


While walking around the ashram, an idea occurred to her. She 


decided to offer fruits as they would always be available for her 
guests. 


She tasted the fruits, and if they were sweet, would pick 
more fruits from the same tree. 


She would dry them under the sun and keep them prepared and 


ready. She even got the seats ready for her guests and was 
waiting upon them day and night. 


Meanwhile, Rama and His brother Lakshmana were in the 
Dandakaranya forest, searching for Seeta, who was abducted 
by the ten-headed tyrant of Lanka, Ravana. The distraught 
Rama and Lakshmana met Kabandha, the headless creature, 


who guided the divine brothers towards the Pampa river to meet 
Sugreeva. 


Rama and Lakshmana, while on their search for Sugreeva along 
the banks of Pampa, chanced upon the ashram of Sage 
Mathanga. Shabari saw them walking towards the àshram from a 
distance, and became ecstatic. She invited them with boundless 
affection, washed their feet and seated them. 


Shabari said, ‘Dear Rama, my guru, Sage Mathanga 
anticipated your arrival to our ashram. Be my guest, 


and please accept my offerings.’ 


Rama and Lakshmana enjoyed the simple fruits offered by this 
innocent devotee with much affection. Shabari's conviction to 
follow her Guru's words and long wait for many years, made her 
dear to Sri Rama and He blessed her with moksha. 


TRIJATA'S | 


Vibheeshana was the brother of the evil asura king Ravana. i 
Despite being from the Asura clan, Vibheeshana was just, wise | 24 
and good hearted. E | 


Ravana had abducted Seeta, the wife of Lord Rama from the 
forest during their exile period. He had kept Her captive in the 
Asoka vana garden in his palace. Knowing the valour of the 5 
mighty brothers Rāma and Lakshmana, he feared that this foolish A 
act of Ravana would bring destruction of his kith and kin. 


Vibheeshana warned his brother against his misconduct and told 
him to rightfully return Seeta to Rama. Alas! Ravana was 


adamant in his wrong ways. Thinking of mother Seeta's dire 
situation made Vibheeshana feel very miserable. 


She was surrounded by hideous demonesses all the time, 
threatening Her with cruel words. Ravana would make his visits 
spitting venomous thoughts about destroying Rama. Seeta felt 
lonely and agonised in a foreign land. 


Vibheeshana wanted to help Seeta in some way. He decided to 
seek the help of his daughter Trijata. Trijata was a kind-hearted 
soul, just like her father. She was very helpful and thoughtful in 
nature. 


aughter, you must have heard of how your uncle 
icted Seeta ma. She is in great pain and 
2 must be feeling very lonely and frightened 
sign land. Try to spend time with her often 
and offer words of support and hope," said Vibheeshana. 


When Trijata saw mother Seeta for the first time, she instantly 
grew a great adoration for her. She often accompanied Seeta 
and offered kind words of solace. 


Once, Ravana visited Seeta at Ashoka vana and spoke to her 
very disrespectfully. Seeta replied to Ravana by addressing a 
blade of grass rather than looking at him. After he angrily left, 
the repulsive demonesses bullied and threatened Seeta. Seeta 
became utterly depressed after this series of events. 


The next morning Trijata approached Seeta looking very fresh 
and happy. She approached the demonesses and warned them, 
'Seeta is none other than the divine mother Herself. Stop 


torturing Her immediately. 


I had a dream last night that Seeta and Her consort 
Rama were flying in the sky on a beautiful white 
elephant. Ravana was dressed in black clothing, 

covered with mud and sitting on a donkey. This signifies 

that Seeta and Rama will be united again but Ravana’s 

entire clan will be destroyed. Beware!’ Seeta regained 
confidence and thanked Trijata. 


In these small ways, Trijata did her part to make Seeta's stay in 
Lanka slightly tolerable. When the war had just begun, Indrajit, 


the son of Ravana had managed to capture and tie Rama and 
Lakshmana. He boastfully announced to Ravana that the 
brothers had been killed. 


Instantly, Ravana instructed Trijata to fly with Seeta over the 
spot where Rama and Lakshmana were captured and supposedly 
dead. Upon seeing this scene, Seeta broke down in tears. Trijata 
consoled Seeta saying that they looked very much alive and were 
just unconscious. 


Despite being an demoness, Trijata chose the other way - the 
path of compassion and conviction to follow the right, and went 
on to become the divine mother's best friend. 


F FIEND 
FOREVER 


King Thondaiman Chakravarthy was a great devotee of Lord 
Venkateshwara of Tirupati. Not only was he a great devotee, he 
also became the best friend of the Lord. Lord Venkateshwara 


and the king would spend a lot of time having a good chat with 
each other. 


Once, the Lord had even lent his weapons, the conch and the 
discus, to help Thondaiman during a war with another Kingdom. 
The King constructed a tunnel that would lead him directly from 
his palace to Tirumala. Such was the intimate relationship 
between the Lord and His dear devotee. 


In his Kingdom, there lived a simple man named Krishna Sharma. 
He wanted to travel to Kashi to fulfill his late father's last wish of 
visiting the holy place. 
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In the olden days, it would take a minimum of six months to 
complete the pilgrimage as it was not easy to travel from the very 
south of their kingdom to the Northern part of the country where 


Kashi lies. 


‘Who would then take care of his family for six months?’ Krishna 
Sharma pondered. He decided to seek help from the kind hearted 
King Thondaiman. The King kindly agreed to take care of Krishna 
Sharma's family. He immediately appointed a few ministers and 
guards to keep the family secure. Krishna Sharma left happily to 
fulfill his father's wish. 


Many months thus passed. As time went by, the ministers and, the 
guards slowly became negligent in their duties towards Sharma's 
family. The King too, got very busy with many of his royal duties 
and the responsibility of this family slipped from his memory. Six 
months later, Krishna Sharma returned to the King and politely 
requested to see his family. 


The King realised his negligence and was ridden with guilt. He 
became immensely worried about the safety of this family. Out of 
fear, he told Krishna Sharma that his family had gone to Tirupati 
and that he would personally bring them back. He then rushed to 
their home only to see the bones of Krishna Sharma's wife and 
children lying on the floor. They had all passed away due to 
hunger and poverty. 


King Thondaiman was horrified at this sight. He was 
helpless and knew just one resort. Off he ran straight 
through the tunnel and fell at the feet of His best 
friend, Lord Srinivasa. Crying for forgiveness, he 
requested the Lord for a solution to this fix. 


The Lord ordered the King to take his holy water and sprinkle it 
over the dead bodies of Krishna Sharma's family. The anxious 
king followed the instructions and lolKrishna Sharma's wife and 
children came back to life as though nothing had happened to 
them. He then safely handed over the family to Krishna Sharma. 


Each of us Is a different relationship with the Lord. He can be 
our friend, :sacher, brother, father, mother, or anyone. The 
conviction thot he will always be with us and protect us at all 
times will help us remain grounded at all times. 


One day, Narada muni was walking through a thick forest holding 
his Mahati Veena in his hands and constantly uttering the divine 
name of the Lord, ‘Narayana Narayana’. 


Out of nowhere, a bandit thief jumped in front of him and 
demanded that Narada give him all that he possessed. Ndrada 
laughed and said, ‘I do not have anything that I can give you. 
What I possess, you cannot take from me! By the way, who are 
you?’ 


The man responded, 'My name is Ratnakara and I am the robber 
of this forest." 


‘A robber? Do you know how many sins you incur by stealing from 
others? Why do you do this?’ asked Narada. Ratnakara explained 
that he stole so that he could feed his family. Wise Narada threw 
him a challenge. 'Hmmm.. you do this for your family. So would 
your family share the sin of stealing too?’ 


‘Of course they would! Why, let me ask them right away,’ saying 
so Ratnakara immediately rushed home. 


He asked his parents, wife and children. All of them said, ‘Feeding 
us and maintcining the household is your duty. How you earn your 
money 's not our problem. We cannot partake of your sins.' 
Ratnakara was shocked and ran back to find Narada muni in the 
forest. 


'Oh muni, my family refused to partake in my sins. I realise my 
fault. I will stop this sinful robbery right away. However, I have 
killed, stolen and earned the curse of many passers-by. Please 
help me get rid of my sins.' 


Narada smiled and said, ‘Do you want to know the easiest way to 
get rid of your sins?’ Ratnakara nodded. Narada taught him how 
to say the divine name ‘Rama’. However, so much were the sins of 
Ratnakara that he could not even utter ‘Rama’. 


"Alright. What do you call this?’ sighed Narada, pointing to a tree. 
In Tamil, a tree is called ‘Maram’ Narada said ‘Just repeat Mara 
Mara as many times as you can to get rid of your sins.’ 


Ratnakara sat right under that tree and began chanting like 
Narada had taught him to. When chanted repetitively ‘Mara 3 
Mara’ fast sounded like ‘Rama Rama’. Ratnakara was steadfast in 
his chanting and many years had passed. A colony of ants built 
an ant hill around Ratnakara but he remained in deep meditation 
repeating Rama Rama. 


Years later, Narada muni passed by the same forest. From inei! 
an anthill, he heard Ratnakara's chant and immec 
recognised him. Narada said, 'Ratnakara. Open your eyes. As 
Ratnakara came out of an anthill, He came to be called Valmiki 
and thus this world got one of the revered sages of all times. 


Did you know? 


e Sage Valmiki received the title Maharishi - the 


great sage. 
e He is known as Adi Kavi - the first poet of E 
Sanskrit. | 
e He is the author of Ramayana - the journey of a 
Sri Rama. | 


e Maharishi Valmiki raised Lava and Kusha, the 
twin sons of Seeta and Rama. 


TRUE 
_ COMPANION 


Summer or winter, spring or autumn — Premnidhi ji never failed to 
bathe his deity, Lord Shyam with the fresh waters of Yamuna. | 
Premnidhi ji resided in Agra and lovingly worshiped Krishna in the | 
deity form of Shyam. Every morning, he would wake up in the | 
early hours, go to Yamuna river, fill his pitcher with river water 


and return to the service of Shyam. 


Premnidhi ji lived in the era of the Mughals and therefore he had D 
to be very careful with his timings. If he delayed and went after 
the sun rose, the mughals would intentionally disturb him on the 

way to make sure he was delayed and he had to go for a 
repeated bath. Therefore, he would leave much before the 
sunrise to fetch water from Yamuna. 


One day, during the rainy season, it was pouring heavily in the 
morning hours. Standing at his door, Premnidhi ji was worried 
about walking in this pitch dark rainy morning to Yamuna ji. 


Many ideas came to his mind but nothing seemed suitable. He was 
running out of time and Premnidhi ji thought that if he did not act 
fast, he would not be able to fulfill his daily duty for his dear Lord. 


With this conviction in mind, he stepped out of his house to get 
water from Yamuna ji. It was dark and the clouds were pouring, 
making it very difficult for him to see his path. The muddy roads 
just made things worse. 


But suddenly, a stranger holding a covered oil lamp came in front S 
of Premnidhi ji and began walking towards the river. Premnidhi ji 
was surprised and also quite relieved to find the path. 


He quietly followed him, 
thinking that at least 
one half of the journey 
was lit up. As they both 
Peached the river, 
Premnidhi ji went into 
Yamuna and filled his 
h pitcher. 


| 


When he came out, the stranger began walking in the opposite 
direction. Premnidhi ji could not really understand his intentions 
but thanked the Lord in his mind for giving him a companion, just 
when he needed one. He calmly followed the stranger and 
reached home safely. The stranger, however, got lost in the dark 
rainy waters as Premnidhi ji watched from his doorstep. 


Who was he? Where was he going? Why did he follow the exact 
same route? Premnidhi ji had too many thoughts. But, he decided 
to first give his Lord a bath. 


As he wani to wake his Lord up from rest, he was spellbound! His 
lips were ssolad, throat was choked, limbs were numbed as he 
saw that the lotus feet of the Lord were totally covered in mud 
and his hands were full of oill 


Swami Ramanuja and his disciples travelled to Karnataka and 
camped near a lake at a region known as Thonda-noor. in that 
region, there was a beautiful hill called Yadugiri. The area was 
ruled by a Hoysala king, Vittaladevan. His daughter was 

mentally ill and was said to be possessed by spirits. She did not 
| recover despite the best efforts of all the doctors in the 
kingdom. 


Having heard about Swami Rámanuja's glories, the King 
approached Swami Ramanuja and prayed to him. Swami 
sprinkled the holy water of Lord Narayana and rescued the 
Princess from the clutches of the spirits. The King was extremely 
happy and became a disciple of Swami Ramanuja. He even 
adopted the name - Vishnuvardhan. 


Sometime later, Swami Ramanuja observed that they were out of 
thiruman, the holy mud that he applied on his forehead. That 
night, Lord Narayana appeared in his dream and said, "There is a 
sacred pond on top of the Yadugiri hill. If you dig at that spot, 
you will find me and your thiruman.' 


When Swami Ramanuja informed this to the king, he sent his 
entire retinue for help. There they found the beautiful pond, and 
a garden full of tulasi bushes. As they dug, they discovered a 
beautifully carved idol of Lord Narayana and a large quantity of 
thiruman, cs desired by Swami Ramanuja. 


The icio! was washed with milk and it glowed as if Narayana 
himse!f in person. Swami Ramanuja was overjoyed and 
named the deity Thiru Narayana. King Vishnuvardhan built a 
beautiful temple and Swami Ramanuja installed the deity Lord 
Thiru narayana in the temple. 


The localites then became concerned about the temple festivals - 
utsavams. 'If we want to celebrate utsavams, then we should 
have an Utsava idol. How can we find an Utsava idol?' 


In response to their fervent prayers, Lord Narayana appeared in 
Swami Ramanuja's dream and revealed, 'During the Muslim 
invasion, the priests dug a big pit, and safely placed me inside 
the pit. You have reclaimed my main form but my Utsava form, 
Sri Ramapriyan, was taken by the Muslim invaders to Delhi. Go to 
Delhi and bring it back.' 


Hearing the above message from Lord Narayana, Swami 
Ramanuja set out for Delhi immediately. He met the muslim king, 
informed about their desire to reclaim the deity of Ramapriyan. 


The otherwise haughty muslim king was awed by the effulgence 
and majesty of Swami Ramanuja. He said, "There were a lot of 
statues in this palace. You can take the deity that you are looking 
for. 


As they ransacked the room full of idols, they realised that the 
idol of Sri Ramapriyan was nowhere to be found. ami 
Ramanuja was dejected and implored Lord Narayang to 
him. The Lord told him that the king's daughter had the idol with 
her in the palace. She played with the idol as her toy. 
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The next day, Swāmi Rāmānuja went to the king and told him 
that the idol in the princess' palace was his deity and asked the 
king to get it for him. The king ridiculed Swāmi Rāmānuja and 
said, ‘Take the idol if it agrees to come with you.’ 


Swami Ramanuja went to the princess’ room and found the little 
princess playing with the deity, her favourite doll. Swami 
Ramanuja prayed with folded hands and pleaded to his beloved 
Utsava deity and said, 'Oh, come here my beloved child!' 


Deity Ramapriyan hopped from the cot. With a spring in his step, 
he skipped, jumped on Swami Ramanuja's lap with flamboyant 
dancing movements. 


The deity latched onto the lap 
of Swami Ramanuja and Swami 
Ramanuja, ecstatic with 
boundless joy, embraced 
Ramapriyan and addressed him 
lovingly, 'O Sampath Kumara.' 


Upon witnessing this divine scene, those who thought of a deity 
to be a mere statue, stood stunned. Swami Ramanuja then took 
leave from the Muslim king. He placed the deity on a palanquin 
and carried Him to Thondanoor. 


But the princess was unhappy. She declared that she could not 
live without Ramapriyan either. She ran in pursuit of Sri 
Ramapriyan and pleaded with Swami Ramanuja to take her. 
Swami Ramanuja empathised with the princess and asked her to 
sit in the Palanquin along with Ramapriyan. As the party neared 
Thondanoor, the Palanquin bearers exclaimed to Swami 
Ramanuja that the weight in the Palanquin was much less than 
before. 


Swami Ramanuja was utterly surprised and looked inside the 
Palanquin. To his amazement, he found that the muslim king's 
daughter (Bibi) had merged with Sri Ramapriyan, a miracle 
beyond human comprehension! 

Even today at Thiru narayanapuram, we can witness Bibi 
Nachiyar at the divine lotus feet of Sri Ramapriyan . 


| VADUGA 


Vaduganambi was one of the dearest disciples of Swami 
Ramanuja. He firmly believed that - 


‘While the letters Na-ra-ya-na will grant us everything, 
the letters Ra-ma-nu-ja will bestow Narayana Himself." 


Once, when the Lord Ranganatha came out on a procession 
during the annual temple festival, Swami Ramanuja and all his 
disciples went out to watch the enchanting procession. 


However, when Swami Ramanuja surveyed whether all his 
disciples had taken darshan, he found that Vaduga Nambi was 


V not there. He beckoned Vaduga Nambi, 'Vadugaa, come and 
have Perumal darshan.' 


Vaduga Nambi replied, ‘I am boiling milk for you, 
Acharya Ramanuja, who is MY Lord. If I go now to have 
darshan of YOUR Lord, the milk will boil and spill over.’ 


Sometime later, Swami Ramanuja and his disciples went to 
Thiruvananthapuram in Kerala. Swami Ramanuja wanted to bring 
some reforms in the worship at Sri Padmanabha swamy temple at 
Thiruvananthapuram. But, the Kerala priests did not accept the 
changes. They prayed and appealed to Padmanabha swamy to 
give them guidance in this matter. The Lord also agreed with their 
view and instructed his vahana (divine vehicle) Garuda to carry 
ida away. 


y, Garuda carried Swami Ramanuja to another place 
called Thiru-kurun-gudi overnight and left him there on a rock. 
However, Vaduga Nambi and other disciples were still at 
Thiruvananthapuram. 


Upon waking up in the morning, Swami Ramanuja immediately 
realized that he was in another place. He thought that the 
changes he proposed to make in Sri Padmanabha swamy temple 
were not to the Lord's liking. So he made peace with it. Then he 
called for Vaduga Nambi. But Vaduga Nambi was at 
Thiruvananthapuram. Yet, Vaduga Nambi appeared here at 
Swami Ramanuja's call. How was it possible? 


Lord Narayana himself appeared in the form of Vaduga Nambi. 
Swami Ramanuja and Vaduga Nambi went and bathed in the 
river. The Lord washed all the clothes of Swami Ramanuja and 
did all the services which were usually done by Vaduga Nambi. 


After bathing, Swami Ramanuja applied thiruman on his forehead 
and also on Vaduga Nambi's forehead. They both then went to 
take darshan at the temple. As they neared the temple, Vaduga 


Nambi suddenly disappeared. 


At the Sanctum Sanctorum, the deity was glowing in all splendour 
adorning the thiruman on his forehead, applied by Swami 
Ramanuja. Swami Ramanuja then marvelled that the deity himself 
came as Vaduga Nambi. 


By this leela (divine events), the Lord became :: 
disciple of Swami Ramanuja and also earned the : 
title as Sri Vaishnava nambi. 


Meanwhile at Thiruvananthapuram, unable to find Swami 
Ramanuja, Vaduga Nambi and the other disciples searched for 
him everywhere and finally reached Thirukkurungudi. They 
became aware of this unique leela of the Lord. 


Vaduga Nambi was a crown-jewel of loving service and always 
wanted to do uninterrupted and unhindered service to Swami 
Ramanuja. Respecting Vaduga Nambi's devotion towards his 
acharya, Lord Narayana himself came in Vaduga Nambi's form. 


If we embrace our Acharya's principles with conviction, we need 
not embrace the Lord. The Lord himself will embrace us. 
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STORIES OF CONVICTION is an enchanting 
compilation of stories from Ramayana, Bhagavatam 
and other scriptures that emulate unshakeable faith 

towards one's Guru and the Supreme being. 


This project of Srishti Tales is an initiative by 
Vanamaala e-magazine team, with contributors from 
across the globe. 


Srishti Tales is a non - profit organization 
propagating Sri Vaishnava philosophy among 
children through fun and creative learning. 


Our initiatives include - publication of books, 
board games, e- magazine; audio stories, 
conducting regular classes and workshops. 


Price - Rs.165/- 
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